
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world byJSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.istor.org/participate-istor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



382 



Original Poetry. 



[May. 



really alarmed at the recolt of ha f-a- 
Oozen votes in the House ot" Com- 
mons. 

hard V. — I have but one arpu- 
nient, Mr. Pelhain, tliere are seven of 
tis .' 

Manager. — My Lord Falmouih, 
you came here to ask a kindness of 
me ; do permit me, on the conlrr.ry, 
to beg and su|j|jiicaie you to with- 
draw your preseat requebl, and re- 
ceive the faithful promise of my best 
service, on any and every future oc- 
casion. At present, it is impossible 
to comply with yonr Lordship's 
wishes; with real contern, I declare 
it to be impossible: and 1 am dis- 
posed to flatter myself, that when 
your Lordship has reflected coolly 
upon the matter, you will not blame 
me for adhering to my engagement 
to Lord Ashburuham, vvhich I should 
most assuredly have kept inviolate, 
if it had been made to your Lord- 
ship. 

Lord F.— Weil, Mr. Pelham, 
since there appears to be an impos- 
sibility of obtaining my request, I 
must acquiesce; but rememUtr, Sir, 
that 1 again repeal to you, that, by 
— — , tliere are seven of us ! 

There the conversation ended; 
but in spite of promises, disgrace, 
hooting, and impossibilities, his 
Lrnisliip's argument prevailed, and 
he tvoi uctualli/ appointed to the place ! 
\_Liveipoot Meicwy.1 

CARELESS LEGISLATIOM. 

A nit-iiiber of tlie House of Com- 



mons, speaking on the subject of 
punishments lightly enacted, relates, 
thai one day passing the door of a 
committee-room, he heard the words 
" Felony, without beneht of clergy," 
agreed to be inserted it» a bill then 
under consideration ; which raising 
his curiosity, he looked into the 
room, and found the committee to 
consist of one member, and one of 
the junior clerks! 

THEORY AT VARIANCE WITH PRAC- 
TICE; OR, GLARING INCONSISTENCY. 

After the decisive battle of Jeaa> 
Weiladd, the noted German author, 
since deceased, who then resided 
near the scene of action, was pro- 
tecied by a special order of the 
Emperor Bonaparte, who afterward* 
pai'took of a repast with the old 
philosopher, at , his rural retreat, 
and conversed with him at great 
length on the folly and horrors of 
wars, and on various projects for 
the establishment of a perpetual 
peace. Who can repress the smile, 
if severe indignation permit the light- 
er feelings, at the affected hypo- 
critical cant of the conqueror, and 
the siniidicity aqd credulity of the 
worthy philosopher in believing him ? 
BoNAPAUTE and Peace! As well 
might a bawd preach cbagtity> or 
the wolf declaim against the horrid 
piractice of killing sheep. 

K. 
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When first the warm affections swell tbe 
breast, 
There is a time of life, so sweet, so And give a charm to every thing around 

dear, ^^ 5 

Kre tbe young heart bath tried the faith- When the green vale, and MDOOtbly god- 
less world, ing stream, 
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The grassy banks, and daisy-spangled field, 
Pouess a power to please they soon sUall 

lose, 
And give a joy vre ne'er shall find again. 

Oh ! the remembrance of those years of 

bliss, 
Long past with me, steals often o'er my 

mind. 
Like distant music on the enraptured ear. 
Of some love-wildered swain, who slowly 

strays 
By the lone margin of the moonlight sea ; 
And as to catch the distant, dying sounds. 
He lingers oft and turns his listening ear ; 
So I, in journeying o'er life's barren waste. 
Do often pause, intent to recollect 
The lov'd remembrance of my early years. 

Alas ! poor fool, with what fond, eager 

hopes 
Didst thou look forward on the road of 

life. 
Neglect those flowers which then adorn'd' 

thy path. 
And think that brighter far ere long would 

bloom. 
As truant schoolboys o'er the flotir'ry mead 
Chase the gay butterSy, so have I Chased 
Thy phantoms, Hope, but, oh! how oft 

deceived ! 
Yet would I not forego thy fairy smile, 
Nor give to this sad heart, in place of thee. 
The dreadful consolation of despair. 

Yet must I sometimes sigh, and think 

the while. 
Whence is this mighty change i Is this the 

world 
That once appeared so lovely to these eyes. 
But now so foul, so worthless seems, and 

void ? 
The world remains the same, but I am 

changed ; 
And, Oh ! how sick and weary is my soul 
Of all that once possessed the power to 

charm! 

Oft it reminds me of some tale I've read 

Where beauteous pahices and happy bow- 
ers. 

Delightful walks and sweetly.sounding 
streams. 

And blooming gardensby enchantment rise ; 

But ere the wondering sense has drunk its 
fill, 

And just begins to revel in delight. 

The scene has changed, and nought appears 
around 

But dreary wastes and ever gloomy skies. 



When first with feeble feet and untried 

eyes. 
Abroad 1 ventured in this busy world. 
Much was I dazzled by its splendid scenes. 
And every path I thought would lead to 

joy- 
But now, alas! the gay delusion's o'er. 
The fairy scene is past, the vision's gone. 
No more for me the rosy morn unfolds 
Her varied sweets, no more she bids me 

rise 
And dash the dew-drops from the purple 

heath. 
No more at eve I stray in some lone vale. 
Where all is still, eicept the gurgling brook. 
And muse, unmindful of the closing day. 

How are ye changed, ye scenes, that once 

could please ! 
To me, yon sun, now setting in the west. 
These fields and hills now gilded by his 

rays, 
Tho' once so fair they seemed, have lost 

their charms. 
How are ye changed, ye sounds that once 

1 lov'd ! 
The woodlark's evening song, the black- 
bird's call. 
The distant sheep-beli, and the streamlet's 

brawl, 
Can soothe this breast no more ; no more 

I hear 
The lonely redbreast on the leafless thorn. 
And feel a sweet and melancholy joy 
At his soft requiem to the parting year. 

Oh ! I have felt a deep and awful charm 
O'ercome my youthful mind as I have 

strayed 
At the sweet hour of twilight o'er the 

heath. 
Far from the hated noise of busy men. 
Then has,, perhaps, some thought of after 

life. 
And what might be my fate perchance 

stole in ; 
And I have listened to thy accents, Hope, 
And smiled at all the pictures thou hast 

drawn 
Of future bliss, and future fame for me. 

Where is the fame ; where is the bliss which 

thou 
So oft hast promis'd me, and still thou 

owest i 
To be the jest of idiots, prey of knaves. 
The scorn of bigots, and the sport of 

those 
Who, void of sense, are fortune's fav'rite 

care. 
Blind a« she is^ and from thfir llulc height 
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Ix>ok down on those of itvhom one single 

soul 
Is worth a whole creation of such fools ; 
*I'o bear thro' life an ever-aoxious breast, 
A gloomy forehead, and an aching heart, 
To be deceived- by thee and still believe, 
And tho' so oft the victim of thy wiles, 
To listen still to thy sweet syren song. 

Yes I will listen still, and be deceiv'd. 
And the' thy dearest prospects be but 

dreams, 
I'll lay me down, and try to dream again. 
Fhilagathos. 
£dinhurgh, 

SELECTED PQETRT. 

To the Proprietors of the Belfast magazine^ 

Having seen in your Magazine for last 
October a poem called the Emerald Isle, 
written in 1795, it occurred to me that 
a poem on the same subject, written about 
the same time, and I believe never before 
published,* would also deserve your no- 



A venal vermin sfatishly sustains. 

Break, Erin, break at once thy galling 

cliains : 
For God who rais'd thee high above th^ 

wave. 
Who made thy daughters fair, their bro.; 

thers brave : 
Thy shores protected with the circling 

flood, 
Bless'd the green Isle, and saw that it was 

good. 
Ne'er meant his chosen people to forsake. 
But gave them might those galling bonds 

to break. 
May heaven propitious hear my ardent 

vow. 
And bless the charm that binds thy baby 

brow. 
Make thee the mother of an hardy raeej 
Thy sons {^ve freedom, and thy daughters 

grace. 



tice. It was composed by a very friendl 



and very unfortunate man. 
JVow. lOti, 1812. 
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ON PRES£KT!KG A YOUNG LADY A 
GRE£N RIBBON. 

&WEET werp Jane's infant smiles, and 

sweet her mien. 
As on her brow I hound the ribbon green : 
For nature's child should nature's liv'ry 

wear, 
And green's the banner Erin's sons should 

bear. 
Mer daughters too, should verdant fillets 

grace. 
And next theii' hearts the mystic shamrock 

place. 
Green are her fields : her waves : and green 

each grove. 
And green's the badge of liberty and love : 
The myrtle green is Venus' fav'rite tree, 
Now planted in a land of liberty I 
Oh! favour'd land, by nature truly bless'd, 
Iho' long insulted, and tho' long oppress'd^ 
Tho' on thy soil no poisonous reptile lives 
Its fruits to foreign slaves profuse it gives . 

• Our correspondent is mistaken. We 
have seen it in print, yet wc are willing 
tv> gratify him, and admit the insertion. 



Tie following lines mere turiften ty the saute 

author. 

TO MISS W j ON HER COMPLAINING 

OF AN HEAB-ACHEINTHETHEATRE, 
THB AUTHOR HAVING ATTRIBUTED 
IT AS A CONSEQUENCE OF SOME NA- 
3 URAL ROSES SHE HAD FLACEO Il# 
MER HEAD-bKESS. 

iHO' Hebe's brow a blushing chaplet 

bound, 
The rose without a thorn is seldom found s 
So the gay wreath upon thy forehead plac'd, 
Pain'd tho' it pleas'd, and wounded what 

it grac'd j 
Within those flowers a lurking mischief 

lay. 
As words tho* sweet a dagger oft Convey ; 
A lovers sigh, perhaps, upon them stray'd,- 
As late he wander'd peuuve thio' the 

sh^e ; 
Upon their quiv'ring leaves his ardent 

breath. 
With kisses press'd the tender plant ts 

death. 
The subtle poison thro' each leaflet fan. 
The flowers grew faint and suffer'd for the 

man ; 
His trembling hand that plnck'd the fatal 

charm, 
Forgot the jealous florets to disarm i 
Hence sprung those sudden pangs and 

throbs of pain. 
Which shut iheir deadly arrows thro' thy 

brain ; 



